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Some things in life you just can't change. And sometimes people leave you in life and things never go back to 


the way they were. 


Stewart was musing on these two points that cold August morning. The London rain was unrelenting, as was 
the bustle of passengers scurrying from one terminal to the next in the crowded Heathrow airport. Still, as he 
watched the planes take off and waited for his own, Stewart's thoughts brought him back to those two harsh 
facts about life and the night only a few days ago when what he'd lost became all too clear. 


It came as a surprise when Sting invited him to the wedding. Even as old bandmates and older friends, a 


distance between them left its impact in the six years since The Police split up. After recovering from the 


vague shock over the invite, Stewart had his secretary RVSP and make travel plans for him to be there for 
the wedding date. August 22, 1992, to be exact. 


As promised on that August morning, he was there, seated in the small pew of St. Andrew's church in Great 
Dunford. It was a quaint old place, dating back to the IlOOs. As he struggled to get comfortable on the tiny 
wooden bench he turned to Andy, who had also shown up for the ceremony, "They sure had smaller rear ends 


back then, huh?" 


Andy let out a small laugh in response. "At least you're not up there," he gestured towards the groom as Sting 
waited anxiously for his bride to arrive. "All the shows we've ever played, in front of all those crowds and | 


don't think I've ever seen him so nervous." 


Before Stewart could reply, the music began to play signaling them to stand for the procession. Following the 
long bridal party procession, the bride advanced down the aisle, dressed in white and gold and looking elegant 


and regal. She traveled with grace and poise, meeting her future husband at the alter. 


Times had certainly changed since their rock and roll days when they each had a different girl for every right 
in every town that their tour bus stopped at. Their bachelor days were over. As Sting and Trudi said their 
vows, Stewart couldn't help but feel a pang of regret that they didn't last longer. 


The reception took place at Lake House, the old Elizabethan Mansion Sting had bought with his money from his 
days in The Police. Leading his bride to the grand party on a white stallion, he looked more like an English prince 
than the man Stewart had once known, the one who couldn't go a night without getting stoned or laid. It was a 


good move for him, taking a wife and settling down but still those same old feelings of nostalgia hit Stewart. 


As the night wore on, they dined on sea bass and créme brulee, while enough shots of whiskey and rum made 
Stewart a little less lonely and just a bit more forgetful of those rose-tinted days in the past. After the 
midnight bells rang, just about the time Trudi was sharing her approximately fiftieth dance with her husband, 
Stewart wondered when the world had shifted upside down. Sometime when he wasn't looking they had grown 


up, gotten old and gotten more sensible. 


The music started to wind down as the lead singer of the house band spoke to the crowd. His voice was full of 
wide-eyed wonder as he said: “It was just brought to my attention that all three members of The Police are in 
the audience. Sting, Stewart, Andy. how would you guys feel about coming up here and playing a few songs 
tonight?" 


Andy, seated at a nearby table, turned to gauge Stewart's reaction. Shaking his head, Stewart hunched his 
shoulders over his mug of liquor and muttered, "I don't wanna go up there, Andy. It's just going to be the 


same old--" 


"Come on," the man with the microphone implored. "I think they need some encouragement, ladies and 


gentlemen 


Even though the groom looked pissed by now and the other two bandmates were more than reluctant for an 


impromptu reunion, their fame preceded them and the crowd began chanting: "Po-lice! Po-lice! Po-lice!" 


"Oh, god," Stewart groaned, but the pressure was on. Several guests, including Don Henley and Peter Gabriel, 
eyeballed them, waiting for them to take the stage and offering optimistic imploring cheers. "I don't think we 


have a choice here." 


Andy was the first to stand, with Stewart following him close behind to the stage. The house band handed over 
their instruments in complete reverence, even though by that point, in his state of drunkenness, Stewart was 
ready to commit several act of violence to each and every single one of them. Still, as he sat behind the drum 
set, watching Andy tune the guitar to his style, things began to feel right again. They could go this. They could 
play a few songs and rock this party old-style. 


Once again though, it all came down to whether Sting would be willing to play with them. As Stewart watched 
the silent commotion his old bandmate was making in the center of the dance flood, pleading with Trudi to help 
get their guests to shut up and just let him enjoy his night, Stewart realized the reunion might not take place. 
After a minute or two, Trudi whispered something in Sting's ear, kissed him on the cheek and he agreed to 


come up to the stage. 


Grumbling and the occasional cursing under his breath accompanied his arrival on stage. Before they began, 
Sting turned to his bandmates, "Let's just play some bloody old rotting music and get the fuck off the stage, 
right?" 


He said nothing else, refusing to make the best out of this situation Then he returned his attention to the 
crowd and announced, "You're a bunch of noisy wankers, you know that? But you got your wish. You can thank 


Trudi there for talking me into it. Now, let's start this bloody gig.” 


The band barely got through playing Roxanne before they tension rose. "You're playing too fucking slow, pick it 
upl" Sting shouted to Andy, glaring at him during the guitar solo. Then Stewart hit a few wrong beats, causing 
Sting to turn around and give him ‘the face’, the same one that had made Zenyatta Mondatta so hard to get 

through back when they'd been working out of their A€M Records studio. Why had they decided to come play 
this anyway? The guests seemed to be enjoying in, but Stewart wasn't sure how much more of this angst and 


frustration he could sit through. 


Once they finished Message In A Bottle, the anger had rose to a low fury. Stewart could tell the only thing 
keeping them from getting into an all out brawl was that this wedding was supposed to be a classy, refined 
affair. Only for the bride's sake did they not throw down their instruments right then and there and get into a 
fist fight. 


Just as they were ready to kill each other, the song ended and Sting very diplomatically said, "Thank you, 


everyone, but now I'd like to get back to my gorgeous wife." 


As he hopped off the stage, there were a few disappointed murmurs and a few shouts for encores but they 
fell on deaf ears. Sting was too busy trying to forget what had just happened while Stewart and Andy were too 
busy trying to figure out what had just happened. 


It was like breaking up all over again 


Days later, Stewart was no closer to understand the hows and whys of their tense friendship. Everything was 
breaking down around him lately, first with Sonja and now with Sting. The loudspeaker announced the arrival of 
his plane and Stewart gathered his carry on luggage. Going home would be good right now, sitting by his sunny 


Los Angeles pool and drinking away the heartache would be a welcome rest after all of this. 


"Wait up. Stewart, wait." As he was walking towards the gate, Stewart heard a voice he knew too well. Figuring 
it was just his own imagination and a lot of wishful thinking, he kept walking. The voice sounded again, a little 
more desperate now and out of breath. "Would you wait just a bloody minute? I've been searching this airport 
for you for an hour now. Not to mention how long it took to get the hotel to tell me which airport you were 


flying out of" 


Amazed Sting would have followed him here, Stewart spun on his heels. Suddenly aware they were in the 
vicinity of famous musicians, a few other passengers began starring. Stewart wished they would go away; this 
was a private conversation after all, one that promised to be hard to handle. "I didn't expect to see you again 


Not for another few years at least." 


"You didn't even stop by my place to say goodbye." Sting looked repentant, a strange and rare emotion for him. 
"But | guess | deserve that, given what happened." 


"Look, we were all drunk, all pressured to get up there and do our thing. It's all right." He shrugged his bag off 
his shoulders, the weight of it starting to bother his old back. Then with a bit of bite, he added, "I'm used to 


you being an ass by now." 


"lll take that." Sting laughed. Then returning to his usual serious self, he added, "I just wish things were 
different. How did we get so--" 


"Lost? | don't know." Stewart shook his head while the loud speaker called the last boarding call. "Times change. 
People grow. It happens. | don't like that it happened but that's life." 


A beat of silence passed between them and then Sting responded. "Give me a call when you reach the States? 


Maybe we have a chance to fix these mistakes of ours, have a decent go at getting back what we lost.” 


Stewart smiled. "I'd like that. I'll call you when | touch down" 
Goodbyes were said, decent ones this time and Stewart hurried to board the plane before it took off. Maybe 
he was wrong, he reflected. Maybe there is nothing in life you can't change with a bit of work. And maybe 


those same people who leave in your life can make their way back to you again. Only time would tell. 


END. 


